134        THE THINGS WE ARE

" Jim and I sometimes had a hand of
cribbage together in the week/' said Mrs.
Williams. " But we've dropped out of it
somehow."

Mr. and Mrs. Williams began to clear the
table. The landlord bore away the beef to
the pantry. Mr. Boston's hand hovered ; he
would have liked to pile plates, but dared
not.

" Sh'll I wash up now or afterwards ? "
asked Mrs. Williams.

" Leave 'em till the morning/' said the
landlord. He looked into his tankard, tilted
his head far back and drained the last drop,

" We'd better fill up again before we begin."
He stretched out his hand for Boston's mug.
It was only half empty, but he walked away
with them both,

Mrs. Williams looked extremely serious
when she played cards. It was the only time
she did. At others she might be anxious or
distressed, but she did not look serious. Not
that in playing cards she calculated very
profoundly or even seriously. But she had
two or three reverend and inviolable rules
which seemed to call for gravity in their
application. While applying them she domin-
ated the game; she imposed a rich silence